106                      PALESTINE   UNVEILED
exposed in a church in Rome on the Third Sunday in
Lent, on 3rd May, and on Good Friday.
The drive from Tabgha along the Lake shore to
Tiberias is a beautiful one at this Spring season of the
year. After you descend the low ridge, the road runs
across the plain towards the hills of Galilee, towering
above the western water-brim amongst the same
living carpet of flowers and vegetation. I saw, for the
first time at close quarters, something of what the
Jewish colonists are doing.
Close to the corner of the Lake they have neatly
cultivated and well laid out farms, mainly concerned
with growing oranges and bananas. I stopped the car
and walked across to see some details of this business.
A Jewish farmer, a barrel-chested, sun-burned man in
khaM breeches and a white, sleeveless cotton singlet,
with a fiat cloth cap on his head met me. I told him
that I was an English farmer, and begged his pardon
for trespassing. He laughed, throwing back his head
and letting the roaring chuckle come from right down
deep in his hairy chest.
" Don't worry about trespassing," he said, in perfect
English. " What would you like to see ? I'll be only
too glad to show you/*
I passed some remark about his English, and he
laughed again.
" Why, man, I was an Englishman like ^yourself,"
he said.
The use of the past tense rather took me aback. I
asked him what he meant by it.
He looked thoughtful for a moment, and then a
stow grin spread over his broad, honest face.